
4* Divine Soncs^ 
.SONG XXL 

Again]} E^vil Company, 

I. 

Hiouldljoinwiththofe inplay, 

▼ ▼ In whom IVe no delight, * 
Whocurfe and fwear, but never pray. 
Who call ill names, and fight? 

n. 

I hate to hear a wanton fong. 

Their words offend my ears; 

I fliould not dare defile my tongue 
With language fuch as theirs. 

III. 

Away from fools I’ll turn my eyes, 

Nor with the fcofiers go ; 

I would be walking with the wife. 

That wifer I may grow. 



43 


/•^r C H I L D R E N. 

V. 

^Sifulclnldrenhcre; 

Then let me not be rent to hell. 


S O N G XXII. 

Againfi in Cloatbs. ' 

W hy fliould our garments fmade 
to hide 

i Our parents fhame) provoke our pride . 

I The art of drefs did ne’er begin, 

Till our mother, learnt to fin. 

II. 

When lirfl flie pift the eov’ring on, 

Her robe of innocence was gone : 

And yet her children vainly boaft 
In the fad marks of glory loll. 

HI. ^ 

How proud we are ? how fond to Ihew 
Oar deaths, and call them rich and new \ 
When the poor flieep and filk-worm wocC 
I That very cloathing long tefore. 


